Khama

intimated that on no account would he allow
the old traitor to pass, and said that if he caught
Mm he would kill him. Nothing daunted, Sek-
home took a circuitous route, and haughtily
refusing to ride in the waggon Khama had
thoughtfully sent, travelled on foot, a distance
of about 200 miles.

The first month of 1873, therefore, saw the
incorrigible old rascal once more installed in
the khotla, and it was soon evident that his
heart was still unchanged, and that he was as
mischievous and unscrupulous as ever. He
immediately began to weave his webs and lay
his plots to regain his ascendency over the
tribe. All the forces oi reaction rallied to
him ; all the smouldering embers of heathen
prejudice, the repressed and subconscious super-
stations of the past, awoke to life and found
leadership and blatant recognition. Was not
Sekhome a great sorcerer, and was he not the
symbol and the agent of the mighty magic and
the ancient traditions which had made the
Bamangwato great among the tribes ? Where-
upon the rain-makers, the smellers-out, the
wizards, and the medicine-men lifted up their
heads and rejoiced.

Sekhome soon found a ready tool in
Khama's younger brother. Up to

time the brothers had lived together
in seeming accord, though from childhood
Khamane had shown signs of occasional and
perhaps natural jealousy, and had often refused
to eat food with Khama. Sekhome BOW began